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nothing but sorrow for young Chrystal coming out of events
which he himself should have prevented from reaching their
present pass. He did not much like the youth, but for the
last few weeks he had felt a great tenderness for him, a pity
for the raw inexperience clothed in so beautiful and assured
an exterior. He looked at Theo as one might look at a lamb
gaily gambolling along the road to the butcher's knife. He
would have fallen at Theo's feet if the young man had been
the sort to take Elsie, career or no career, church or no
church; but he knew that Theo would never do this, and
to that extent the blow that was about to fall was not from
without, but from Theo's own hand. Out of all his self-
questionings, this was the only consolation that Mr. Burnside
could offer to himself: that it did not essentially matter
whether the knife fell now or in a few week's time, and
whenever it fell, Theo would strike the blow.

Tom as he had been for weeks past by these conflicts,
he was intolerably jarred by Theo's disparagement of the
small task placed on his shoulders. " What is for the good
of this parish, Mr. Chrystal," he said, " is for me to decide;
but Jesus Christ decided long ago that willingness to give
personal love and attention to the poor and unfortunate is
a mark of those who presume to work in His name. I could
give these people their fares and lodging money and sweep
them off my hands and out of my mind if I wanted to. That
wouldn't be doing much, because it isn't even my money:
it's blood-money subscribed by the rich. But there is a little
something that we, as Christians, can add to it, and that is
what I am asking you to do."

Theo was covered by confusion. His face flushed. He
was ashamed and stammered an apology. Mr. Burnside,
who had never before seen him lose his self-assurance, felt
his anger fall away and a surge of tenderness come over him.
He placed his hand on the youth's shoulder and spoke with
the old accustomed gentleness : " Come, Theo. This isn't
for^me, you know. Either we believe that Christ's words
meant something or we don't. And His words are quite
clear: Inasmuch as ye do it unto the least of these my
children, ye do it unto Me."

When Theo was gone Mr. Burnside stood haunted by the
words he had uttered, for was he not conniving at a deed
which, soon now, would rock this young egoist to the
foundations ?